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ment instead of act and thought.    When he came to poetic expression -which must needs be the genuine manifestation of the soul's secret, lie hacl uo wisdom and no romance to disclose, of any earthly reality* and he was forced to bring out his meagre store of visionary facts, to whioli his random and morbid feelings alone ga-ve credibility.    To say of such works that they are destitute of ideas and insubstantial is  not   criticism, — it is  mere description.    Even for that slight framework of tha things of sense which Poe bad to shape in order to allegorize his moods at all, "he seems but little indebted to nature.    The purely imaginary character -  ot his landscape has been touched on, again and again, hitherto; it is indicative of the obvious fact that he never regarded nature as anything but the crucible of his fancies.    To qualify his conceptions as unreal is merely to gather into a colorless word the quivering eastern valley, the Gaining city ialed in darkness, the angel-thronged, star-lighted theatre of the Worm's conquest, the "wind-blown king-dfcm by the sea, the Titanie cypress alley* the night's Plutonian shore, or any other of thoae dim tracts,
" Oat of space, out o! time,"
where Ma spirit wandered.     So, too, if any ona the charge of artifice home, it must be al-just, though it  attaches only to the later Mid ia the excess of art.    No poet was ever (8]p0ti&tieouB ha' excellence than Poe,    When stages of his career, thein poetrylen,    It ia scarcely necessary to ndd that the
